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My own one! My own one! 

When I wood with song and vow, 

Though thy beauty woke my spirit* pride, 
Thou wert not so dear as now. 

I lov'd thee then, that others praisd 
The charms which I had won; 

But now, when they forget to gaze, 

'Tis for thyself alone ! 


My own one! My own one! 

Though thy beauty may decay, 

Still the flowry fetters round my heart, 
Can ne’er be torn away; 

Thine eye may lose its look of light, 
Les* lure the world may see, 

But thou wilt still be fair and dear 
My own one! unto me. 


My own one . 



